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A LIFE  ON  THE  OCEAN  WAVE. 

:by  HENRY  RUSSELL. 


0 

1.  A life  on  the  o • .ce&n  wave,.,. 

2.  Once  more  on  the  deck..  I stand..'. 

3.  The  land  is  no  lon-ger  in  view,,.. 


A home  on  the  rqll  • ing  deep...  Where  th? 
Of  my  own  swift-glid  • ing  craft...  Set  saill 
The  clouds  have  be  • gun  to  frown,.  Dnt  with 
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scat-rered  wa  • ters  rave...  And  tlte  winds  their  rev . els  keep!  Like  an  an  ■ gel  caged,  I 
fare  • well  to  . the  land...  The  cale  f<‘l  • lows  far  a • baff  W« shoot  thro’  tlie  S[iark • ling 

a stout  ves-sel  and  crew,..  Wc'Ilsay.  let  the  storm  come  down!  And  the  song  of  our  heart  shall 


pin**  . On  tliis  dull,  nn -chang-ing  shore...  Oh,  give  me  the  flash  - ms  Vn-ine.,  The 

foam,.  Like  an  <»  • cean  bird  set  free,...  Idke  the  o oean  bird,  our  home  We*ll 

be While  the  winds  atid  tlie  wa  • ters  rave,  A life  on  the  heav-ing  sea.  A 


e.-py=gz:ry 
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RULE,  BRITANNIA  I 

words  by  James  Thomson.  ' Music  by  Dr.  Thomas  A.  Arne. 


A - 
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Must 
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fall: 
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. the©  down, 
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dread -ful./ 
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for  • 
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bend. . . 

All 

their  at 

to 

beud 
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down. 

RULE,  BRITANNIAJ 

'2 


tan  • nia,  rule  the  waves; 


'jpp  ad  lib. 


true, 


Which  ne’er 
And  darit 
aweei.  And  she’s  a’ 


for-got  -srillbc;  And  ior  bon-nie 
blue  is  here’e:  And  for  bon-nie 
the  world  to  me;  And  for  bon-nie 


An  - nio  Lan-rie 
An  - nio  Lau-rie 
An  - nie  Lau-rie 


lay  mo  doon  nnd 
lay  mo  doon  and 
lay  mo  doon  and 


CQMIN’  THRO’  THE  RYE. 


Words  by  Robert  Burn^. 


1.  If  ft  bod  • y moet  a bod  • y.  Com  - in’  thro’  tho  rye,  If  a bod  • y 

B.  If  ft  bod  • y meet  r bod  • y,  Com-iti'  frae  thctown^.  If  a bod-y 

8.  Amang  the  train  there  is  a swain  J dear-ly  lore  my-self;  But  what’s  his  name,  or 


Chorus. 


?-d^s-hr-tr-»=^  . ...  -^=pi= 

r J •'  j:-'S — ^ 4-  i ^ 

kiss  a bod  • y.  Need  o bod  - y cry?  ) 

greet  a bod  - y,  Need  a bod  • y frown?  V 

where's  his  hame.  I din  - na  choose  to  tell.  ) 

Er  • 

i i S-i.-J 

'ry  las  - si©  has  her  lad-die, 

the  BONWm  BANHS  O’  loch  lomok? 

^ JtaPier  alow  with  e^qmssiatt. 


^ L 

2.  ’Twiu* 
The._ 

yon 

Ihere 

wee 

boiU/.  nie 
that . we 
bird  les 

banks  ITnd 
pairt  - ed 
sittg^  and 

hj 

in 

the' 

yon 

fon 

wild 

bon  . nie  braes  Where  the 
sha.-  dy  gien,  On  the 
flow-ers  spring,  An’  In 

P 

1 

■ SOD  shines  bright  ' on  Loch  Lo  « mon’, . Where  1 and  tuy  li  ne  love  were 
steep, steep  side  Ben  Lo  - . mo^Where  in  iiHT-  - pl®— , hue the 


J J J.  ’ 
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. er  wont  to  gwe,  On  the  bon-’nl^  bon-nife  banks  of  Loch  Lo  - morf. 

hie  -iand  hills  we  view  Aif  the  moon  com  in^  ooi , in  the  gloom  - in’, 

kens  nae  sec  - ond  spring,  Thot  the  wac-  ftf  may  cease  frae^  their  greet  - irf. 


m 
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SOFR.  CllOrQS. 


hh  il  irj'j  j.jHj  MJ  it  ^ 

0 youU  talf  the  high  road,  and  ; FU  . tal^  the  low  road,  Arf  Fll  be  in  Scot-land  a - 

>'FiF 


i h h "f 
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fore  yej  But  1 and^myt 

, p:  i'l 

ue love  win  nev. 

O'mee)  a-gain,  On  the  bunnte,btmme  banks  o’ Loeh 

^ fpf,, » 

n p f; 
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Bonnie  Sweet  Bessie,  the  Maid  o'  Dundee. 


BONNIE  DUNDEE. 


BIB  WALTEB  SCOTT. 
AH^din^itn 


ClaverhottsespokerEretheKiDg’scrowngodow'thereareerowastobebroke.TheDeacbcav-a  -lier  who  loves 
rides  up  tho  street, The  bells  they  ring  backward,tbe  drums  they  are  beat, But  theprovost(doucemau)said;“Ji5st 
lands  beyond  Forth, Be  there  lords  in  the  south, there  are  chiefs  in  the  north  ;There  are  brave  Duinnewassels  three 
lea,  to  the.  rocks,Ere  I own  . a n -suv- per  I’ll  crouch  with  tlie  fox;  And  tremble,  false  whigs.in  the 


honour  and  me,Let  him  follow  the  bonnets  of  Bonnie  Dundee.Come  fill  up  my  cup, comefillnp  ^"canjC^iJl 
o'enlet  it.  be,  For  the toun  is  weel  rid  o’  that  de’H  o’ Dundee.”  Come,  etc. 


thousandtime.sthree,'\ViIlery,“Hey  for  the  bonnets  o’  BonnIeDundee.”  Come,  etc. 
mld.Kt  o’  your  glee, Ye  hae-  no  seen  the  last  o’  my  bonnets  arid.me.  Come,  eh . 


BEN  BOLT. 


Words  by  Thomas  Dunn  English,  *39. 


Music  by  Nelson  Kneas^. 


2.  Un  - der  iha  hick  - o - ry  iree, 

3.  Andden't  you  re-ineni-ber  tha  school, 


Al  • ice,  whose  heir  wes  so 
Ren  BoU,  Which  stood  at  the  foot  of  cho 
Ben  Bolt,  With  the  mas  > ter  so  kind  and  so 


1/ " 


THE  BLUE  BELLS  OF  SCOTLAND. 


AXOKTMOUS. 

Andante  moderalo. 


Piano. 

dolce. 


-S->- 


1.  Oh ! where,  teU  mo  where  is  your  High-land  lad  - y g}',  j ^Jjsre.'tell  me  where  did  your 

2.  Oh!  where,  tell  mewheredid  your  High-land  ^ ® . /oh  what,  tell  me  what  does  your 

SlrowS^TroS»tl:^  htr;ISh!what.te,^ewhatii  your 
I I ,V-i 
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SStS  wear /a  hon-net  with  a lof-ty  plume, and  on  h.s breosta  _ plaid,  I 


k,rw(>Ataa.«A|  j.A.--*'.  aaiio  WIAW  at  -•  w-  t»4WV  MU*,  f AAA  ASA  as  s. 

HiahSiS-^6  wearVI''  ton.’n7t  witira  lof-ty plume.and  on  hisbre^ta  pMd,  its 
Hilb-land  lad  be  slain? Ob,  no!  true  love  will  behispuardandbrmgbim  sa^  a-gain,  Fonts 


-C2- 


Shf in  mriteart I loS,  laddie  wSh%e .W 

oh!uiySe'it‘SoSSLyS.Sr.®vS'i"sfaia^^^^^^ 
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wish  him  safe  at  home, 
lo’e  my  lad-die  well. 


oh,  in  my  heart  I 

ohl  in  my  heart  I ♦ 

ohl  In  my  heart  I lo'emy  Highlandlad. 
oh!  my  heart  would  breakif  my  Highland  lad  wore  slam. 


F53d= 


mf 


p dolce. 


BONNIE  LADDIE,  HIGHLAND  LADDIE 

CUAELKS  WaLKEB. 


BELICVE  MIEf  IF  AtL 
THOSE  EHOEARIWCYOUIIG  CHARMS. 

liHufttc  by  Dftvenant. 

Woi-da  by  Thomas  Moors.  ^ 


3.  B. . . . is  fl<>t  wbils  beau  - tj  wd  yorafih  mn  thine  own,  T ^ ^ 


V 


aay...  to  Ae  b,"  ^ t” 

tost,.,  list  t!i»  *«  - tot  and  fMth  of  » soul 


Beautiful  Isle  of  Somewhere. 


WORDS  BY 

. Mrs.  JESSIE  BROWN  POUNDS. 


MUSIC  BY 

J.  S.  FEARIS. 


the  CAMPBELLS  ARE  COMIIT, 


1.  T^e  Campbells  are  com -in',  o - ho,  o - ho.  The  Campbells  are  ccm.-in’,  o - Uo,  o-t°. 

H.  The  Campbells  are  com -in’,  o - ho,  o - ho,  The  Campbells  are  com  - in  , o - ho.  o- ho.  The 

3.  The  Campbells  are,  rom-iu’,  o - ho,  o-ho,  The  Camj^bclls  are  com -in, 


o - ho,  o - ho,  The 


Campbells' are  oom-iu’ To  bon-nieLock-le  - ven;TheCampbe  llsare  com.n  , o - ho 

Campbells  are  com-in' To  bon  - nle Look-le  - yen;  TheCampbellsare  eomm  , o - ho, 

CampLlls  arecora-in'To  bon-.pieLook-le  - yenjTheCampbellsarecomm  , o - ho,^ 


o - ho.  Up  - 
o - ho.  Great 
0 - ho.  The 


1'=^: — T ■ J.T  i,„  I lav.  I look-ed  aovra 


Eii 


:S: 


_ .. hnn  - nie  m 


bonnie  Lochlevcn.andsaw  three  bon  - mo  pip  - eis  p ay. 
nine  and  drum.Tlie  Campbells  arc  comm  , o-ho,  o - ho. 

the  wind.The  Campbells  are  comm  ,o-ho,  o - bo. 


i/mi 


tJlXTE^^ARD 


Dan.  Emmet. 


P ^lUgro. 


1 I wish  I was  iu  de  land  ob  cot  - too,  Old  times  dar  am  not 

2:  Oia  Mi3-su3  mar  - ly  “ ™1 ' df  - ™ not&em  togreab’er’; 

3.  His  face  was  shaip  as  a butch-er’s  clea-ber,  But  aat  aiu 


Look  a-way,  Look  a-way!  Look  a-way!  Dix-ieLand.  In  Dix  ■ le  a-iound’er  He 

Looka-way,  I^ok  a -way!  Look  a -way!  Dix-ieLand.  But  when  he  put  a™  » "9 

Look  a- way,  Look  a-way!  Look  a-way!  Dix-ieLand.  Old  Mis-sus  act  - ed  the  fool  isb  part,  And 


Ear  - Ir  on  one  fro3  - ty  mom-in,  Look  a- way!  Look  a-way!  laiok  a - way!  Dix-ie  Land, 

smiled  ak  fierce  as  a for  - ty  pounder.  Look  a- way!  Look  a-way  Looka-way.  Dix-ie  Land, 

died  for  a mau  dat  broke  her  heart,  Looka-way!  Look  a-way!  Looka-way.  Dis  - le  Land. 

CnoRus 


Den  I wish  I was  in  Dix  - ie,  Hoo-ray!  Hoo-ray!  In  Dix  - i©  Land,  1^11 


4 Now  here’s  a health  to  the  next  old  Missus^  6 

And  all  de  gals  dat  want  to  kiss  ua ; 

Look  away ! etc., 

Bnt  if  you  want  to  drive  ’way  sorrow,  * 

Come  and  hear  dis  song  to-morrow, 

Look  away  I etc.^ 


Bar’s  bock-wheat  cakes  an’  Ingen’  batter. 
Makes  you  fat  or  a little  fatter ; ' 

Look  away ! etc., 

Den  ho©  it  down  an  scratch  your  grabble, 
To  Dixie’s  land  I’m  bound  ^.la^bWe, 
X«ook  away ! etc.. 


Darling  nelly  gray. 


Words  and  musicl>y  B.  R.  H&nby. 

^ _L 


1.  There’s  a lowl...  green..  val  - ley  on  the  0I4  K*ii-tu6k-  j shore,  Where  I've 

S.  Wbon  the  moon  had  climbed  the  mountain,  and-  the  atars  ^rere  aiiin  • log  too,  Then  I'd 

3.-  My....  eyes  ate  get  - ting  blind  - ed,  ond,  I can  - not  see  lay  woy,  Hark!  there's 


whiled  man  - y hap  - py  hours  a 1 way, 
take  my. . . . dar  • ling  Ncl  - ly  Gray, 
some*  ^od  • y knock -ing  at  the  door — 


Ng:  :g:  f:  f: 


A “ sit -ting  and  a-sirig-ing  by  the 
And  we’d  float  down  the  riv  • er  in  my 
Oh,  T hear  the  an -gels  call-ing,  and  I 

jt  i: 


tie 

cot  - tago 

door, 

Where 

lived 

my. 

dar  • 

• ling 

Ke!  - ly 

Gray. 

tie 

red  ca  • 

• noc. 

■While  my 

ban  - 

jo.. 

. . . sweet 

• ly 

1 would  play. 

my 

Nel  • ly 

Gray, 

Fare  - 

well 

to 

the  old 

Ken  - 

luck  • y 

shore. 

And  ri 


u my  poor..,*  Ncl,  - ly  Gray,  they  have  tak  - ea  >-o^  o . way. 

0 my  dar -ling  Nel  - ly  Gray,  up  in  heav  - on  there,  they  say.  That  they  II 

^ -F-  f-  ^ ^ 


r— 


5=F=r^ 


nev  - cr  see  my  dar  - ling  an  • y more; 
nev  - er  take  you  from  me  an  - y more-, 


I'm....  sit -ting  by  the  riv  • er  and  I'm 
I’m  a eom-ing — com  • ing^om  - ing,  as  tl.e 


weep  - ing 

all 

the  day, 

For  you've 

gone  from 

nn  - gels 

.clear 

the  way. 

Fare  - 

well  to 

-A— p- 

-0- 
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FLOW  GENTLY,  SWEET  AFTON^. 


1.  Flow 

2.  Tliou 
IL  How 
4.  How 

gciiWy,  sweet  Af- ton,  a - mang  tliy  green  braes,  S™* ' ^ i„ 

stock-dove, whoso  cch-o  ro-sounds  through  the  glen,  c ” coni  s-cs  of 

lof-ty,  sweet  Af- ton,  thy  neigh-bour-ing  the 

pleasant  thy  banks  and  green  val  - leya^he^^  Jow,  TOo^;mli^ 

- ,,,, ; — p— r^-d=:; 



& 

1:  It  - 

sone  in  thy  praise;  My  Ma  - ry’s  a - sleep  by  thy  mur-mur • ing  stream,  Flow  gcnt-ly,  sweet 

von  thorn-y  den,  Thou  grecuK^rest-sd  lap-wing.thy  screaming  for  - bear.  I charge  you  dis  - 

dcar-wind-ing  rills!  There  dai  - ly  1 wan  - der  as  monim-es'  high.  My  flocks  and  my 

prim-ros-os  blow!  There  oft  as  mild  evening  creeps  o - ver  the  lea,  The  sweet-scent-od 


torb  not  my  slum  - her  - ing  fair. 
Ma-ry's  sweet' cot  in  ''my  eye. 
blrtc  shades  my  Ma  - ry  and  me. 


I %y  crystal  stream,  Aften,  how  lovely  it  glides  6 Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  aniang  thy  giecn  braes, 
AtiA  winds  by  tlie  cot  wh«e  my  Mary  resides!  Flow  gently,  sweet  river,  the  theme  of  my  lays; 

■ow  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  feet  lave  Uy  Mary’s  asleep  by  thy  murmniing  stream, 

Al#«<b’’rtiwsw«efcfl#w’r«tesho«*aBU»  ffcy  war#.  Flaw  f«»tly,  sweot  Afton.  disturb  not  her  dream. 


Gently,  Lord,0,  Gently  Lead  iTs. 

- bj/  W.  T.  POBi'EH 


God  Save  the  Kiii^» 


^faeatoao. 


^,s;rS. » —“■'Si  — — 


1 ri  '**' 

n ^ -i— r-4 — 4" — -t-y-j — 'h  t 1 ? ' 'J^ 

y 'F  H 

to  • ri  • 
pel  - i ■ 
f«ad  our.] 

? ' f* 

ons,  Hap-py  a»d  gk)r  - i - ous,  Loog . to  nifa  o - ver 
a<»,  Frua-tcaathair  ki»»4<b  tricks,  Oo  kim  out  hopes  we  fix, 
aws.  And  w - ar  giee  «s  causa.  To  sin^wifll  heart  and  voice, 

f:  f:  .'T'  ■ff'  ‘ 'T'  l'  i'f~  ' 'f' ' 

r \ it~~  A . 'i  i 1 ^ ~ 

God  save  die  K!^ 
God  .save  us  all! 
God  save  the  Kinft 

oooD-Niam'.  LAOiest 


Arr.  by  OEOROB  I 


iHf  ■■  J,  1 1 - 

1.  Good  - Bi^ic  1ft  • diaol..  ' 

2.  Fftce  • well,  U • Ui«t. . 

' Sweet  ir«ra»,  1*  • dU*l..  5 

jiji  J 1 -f — — 

}ooa-  alfbt,  U " 

'are  < wait  1ft  • dLeftt.. 

IvftM  drtftntt.  1ft  • difttl..  S 

jood  • night,  1ft  • diwi..  > 

^'ftre  • well,  1ft  > 4kl1 . . 
Ivcet  OmiM,  U • tUfti!.. 

a,-  - s 

*' t*  I '.wf-l 

\r«’re  gftin’  to  taoTO  you  oow.  ICtfv  • ri  • ly  we  roll  a - long, 


IK — u ^ tr  f V 
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VI 

V 1 
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raU.  ^ a. 

J J*  t-  J*~T"TrTj 
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1^  rott  ft  • long,  rOB  a • long,  Mer  • 

ri  . ly 

ltd  roll  ft  - long.  O'er 

tke  dark  Woe  set. 
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HOME,  SWEET  HOME. 


Words  by  John  Howard  Payne. 


Music  by  Sir  Henry  Bishop. 


1.  'Mid 

2.  I 

3.  An 


pfii 
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picas  - ures  and  pal  - a - ces  though  ■we  may  roam, 
gaze  on  the  moon  as  I tread  the  drear  wild, 
ex  - ile  from  homo,  splcn-dor  daz  - zles  in  vain; 


Be  it  ev  • «r  sd 

And  feel  IWk 

Oh,  give  me  af, 


=r— iri 
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hum  - ble,  there' 
moth  • er  now 
low  - ly  thatche 

rr-  'F'  ^ 

no  place  like  1 
tliinks  of  her 
d cot  - tage  a - 

•— »— I 

-=1  ^ 

F 

orae;  A c 

hild;  As  she  1 
jain ; The  b 

mrm  from  the  s 
3oks  on  that  n 
rds  sing  - ing 

FL 
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kies  seems  to 
loon  from  our 
gai  - ly,  that 

:br=^==>c=i 

hal  • leir  ue 

ewn 

«8me  dl  mf 

^ p--  ^ 

^•ferP’ — r^-p 
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Bmim^ 


^ I— j-— — 

-M==^S 

rorld,  is  ne'er 
fra  - grance  shall 
wace  of  mind, 

^ ^ 0t^ 

met  with  clse-wherc.  ^ 
cheer  me  no  more.  ^ Homo,  home, 
dear  - er  than  all.  ' 

tp — ^ ^ ^ 

. *r  1 IT 

there,  Which,  seek  thro’  the  r 

door,  Thro'  the  wood  ■ bine  whose 

cali.  Give  me  them,  and  that 

^ 1 ^ ^ 

HUNTHSfGTOWEE;  ORv“ WHEH  YE  G-AIjrQ  A^A,  JAMIE.” 


1.  Jean'e.  When  ye  gang  a - wa,  Ja  - mie,  Far  a - eross  the 

a.jAMlE.rilsend  yea  braw  new  gown,  Jea- nie,ThehTaw-est  m the 
is.  Jeanie.  That’s  nao  gift  a - ^a,  Ja  - mie,  Silk  and  gowd  and 

4. J ASUE, When  I come  back  a - gain,  Jea- nie,  Frae  a for  - eign 


sea,  laddie, 
town,  las-sie,  And 
.a’,  laddie,There’s 
land,  lassie,  I’ll 


5^ 


'VYheri  ye  gang  to  Ger  - ma  - nie,  What  will  ye  send  to 

it  shall  he  o*  §ilk  and  gowd,  Wi’  Val  - en-ciennes  set 

ne’er  a gown  in  a’  the  land  I’d  like  whenye’re  a * 

bring  wi’  me  a gal  - lant.  gay. 


me,  lad  - die  ? 
round,  las  - sie. 
wa,  lad  • die. 
las  - sie. 


m 

* 1-  ■ tT=3=3 
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1 s3=q 

V doles. 

1 . A . ^ 

Ir3r-c.-iib 

T#-  - 

1 u 
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Jbanie.  TBe  my  gudeman  yourself  Jamie,  *.  Jeahis. 

Marry  me  yohrsel’,  laddie, 

I And  tak’  me  ower  to  Germanie,  V 

Wi’  yoT\at  hame  to  dwell,  laddie. 

JAMtE.  I dinna  ken  how  that  wad  do,  Jeanie, 

I dinhasee  how  that  can  be,  la^ie,  A- 
For  I’ve  a wife  and  hairnies  thre^  L 

And  I’m  no  sure  how  ye’d  agree,  lassie. 

Jeakie.  Te  should  hae  telt  me  that  in  time,  Jamie,  t,  JeaNie. 
YesliouldhaS  teltmethatlangsyne,laddie^‘’ 

For  had  I kent  o’  your  fausc  heart, 

Te  ne’er  had  gotten  mine,  laddie.  ; ^ 

Jamie  Your  een  were  like  a spell,  Jeanie,  \ Jamie. 
Mair  sweet  than  I could  tell,  lassie,  , 

That  ilka  day  bewitch'd  me  sae, 

I couldna  help  mysel’.  lassHe. 


Gae  back  to  your  wife  and  hame,  Jamie, 
Gae  back  to  your  bairuies  three,  laddiej 
And  I will  pray  they  ne’er  may  thole 
A braken  heart  like  me,  laddie. 

SDry  that  tearfu’  -e’e,  Jeanie, 

Grieve  nae  mair  for  me,  lassie, 

I’ve  neither  wife  nor  hairnies  t^ireo. 

And  ni  wed  nane  but  thee,  lassie, 
^Tliiiik  week  for  fear  you  rue,  Jamie, 

Ye’ll  no  get  ane  mair  true,  laddie; 

But  I have  neit'lier  gowd  nor  lands. 

To  ho  a match  for  you,  laddie. 

.tiBlair  in  Athol’s  mine,  lassie. 

Fair  Dunkeld  is  mine,  lassie, . 

Saint  Johnstoim’s  bower, and  Suintingtower, 
Aa^  a’  that’s  laine  is  thine,  lassie. 


JUANITA 


1.  Soft  o’er  tbe  foun-tain,  Llng'riog  falls  tbe  south-era  moon ; Far  o’er  the  tnoun-taio, 

2.  When  la  thy  dream-lng,  Moons  like  these  shall  shine  a-  gain,  And  day-light  beam  log 


KILLARNEY 


BALFE. 


Con  moto. 


1.  By  Kil-lai^ey’s  lakes  and  feils, 

2.  In  nis-fal  • Jen's  m - in’d  shrine 

8.  No  {dace  else  can  charm  the  eye 

4.  Mu  - sic  tliere  for  Ech  - o dwells, 

-8-  -fi- 


Em  - 'raid  isles,  ami  wind-ing  bays,  “j] 

May  sug-gest  a pass -mg  sigh.  But 

Witli  such  bright  and  va  - ried  tints;  Ev  - ry  riwk^hat 

Makes  each  sound  a liar  • mo  - n} ; 


Man 


=^=i£l±^ 


y-voiced  the 

m 


i=l  3S:=!  — 

zq — I>*_l — ^ 

h3-tS»-« r3- 

a( 

r®— ®— ^-b=: 

loves  all  lands; 

(jle  - na  bay, 
reen  grass  grows,, 
tints  be  - low, 

;£_-5  § *]  m.nlE-==i- 

woodland  dells, 
?te'er  de-  dine, 
you  pass  by. 
cho  - rus  swells, 

«:|=-|:rfefc 

Mem  -’ry  ev  - er 
Such  God’s  won  - dei*s 
Ver  - dure  broi  - ders 
Till  it  faints  in 

fond  - ly  strays; 
float -ing  by ; 
or  be-sprints; 
ecs  - ta-cy; 

f.f 

Bounteous  na-ture 
lias  - tie  Lough  and 
Vir  - gin  there  the  g 
With  "the  charmful 

« — ’ ■ i 

-a-i  ' H* 

ts  S' 

rail.  _ 

W ' i — 1 "f 

- 1 r ^ " 

Beau-  Ty  wan-ders  ev  -’ry-where;  Foot-prints  leaves  on  ma  - ny  strands;  But  her  home  i^. .. . 

Mountains  Toro  and  Ea  - ^rles  nest;  Still  "at  Mu-cross  you  must  pray,  Tho’ the  monks  are. . 

Ev  - ’ry  morn  springs  na tal  day;  Bright-hued  ber-ries  daff  the  snows,  Sinil-ing  win -ter’s. . 

Seems  the  Heav’n  a • bove  to  vie;  All  rich  col- ors  that  we  know,  Tinge  the  cloud-wreaths 

■e-  -5- 


I**  u 


a teifipo. 


:=l=i 


sure  - ly  there  I An  • g^els  fold  their  wings  and  rest 

now  at  rest.  An  - gels  won-der  not  that  man 

frown  a • way.  An  • gels  oft  - en  pans  - ing  there, 

that  sky.  Wings  of  an  ■ gels  so  might  shine. 


In  that  E - den  of  the  west, 
There  would  fain  pro-long  life’s  span, 
Doubt  if  E - den  were  more  fair, 
Glano- ing  back  soft  light  di  - vine, 


MARCHING  THRGUGH  GEORGIA. 


Words  and  music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 


1.  Bring  tho  good  oia  bn  - gle,  boys!  we'll  sing  an  - oth  - er  song  — Sing  it  'with 

a.  How  the  Clark -les  shout -ccl  when  they  heard  the  joy  - ful  sound!  How  the  tur-ki 


3.  Yes,  , and  there  were  Uu  - ion  men  who  wepf  with  joy  - fd!  men  they  saw  the^ 

4.  Sher-mansdash-ing  ^an-kee  boys  will  nev  - er  reach  the  coastr  So  the  sau  . or 

5.  So  , we  made  a thor-ough-fai*e  for  Free  • dom  and  her  train,  Six  • ty  nules  in 


u t > t p'— h*— ir  g u u 


spir  • it  that  will  start  the  world  a - long — 

fob  - bled  which  our  com  • mis  - sa  • Ty  found! 

on  - ored  flag  the?  had^  not  seen  for  years ; 

reb  • els  said,  and  ’twas  a hand-some  boast, 

lat  • i - tude— three  hun  - dred  to  the  main; 

» ;J— 


Sing  it  as  we  used  to  sing  it, 
How  the  sweet  po  - ta  - toes  e - ven 
Hard  - ly  could  they  be  restrained  from 
Had  they  not  for  - got,  a • las!  to 
" ' ' } • for 


Trea  • son  fled 


fore  us,  for  re- 


T 


Chorus. 


nit  it 

^ 1 J V ^ J . 

. N 

.S S- * S s S S 

i*--—  t 

Ls 

w 

fif-t 
' st^rt-e 

breaki 
reck  - c 
sist-an 

V thoii-saud  strong 
d from  the  ground, 
ng  forth  in  cheers, 
n with  the  host, 
ce  was  in  vain, 

While  we  wore  raarch-ing  thro’ 
While  we  were  march-ing  thro' 
While  we  were  march-ing  thro’ 
While  we  were  march-ing  thro’ 
While  we  were  march-ing  thro’ 

-t  f-- 

aeor  • gia. 
aeor  • gia.  | 
jreor  • gia.  V Hur- 
Seor  - gia?  i 

Geor  - gia.  ) 

-mr  -g: J' 

1 — • i — ' 

rah!  hur-rah!  ^ 

e 

r~~  1?  — 
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MASSA’S  IN  DE  COLD  GROUND. 


MY  BONNIE. 


1.  My  Boo  ■ nie  lies  o • ver  the  o • cean, 

S.  Last  night  es  I lay  on  my  pil  • low,. 

3.  Ohl  blow,  yo  winds, - o • rer  the  o - cean, 

4.  The  winds  hare  blown  o - Ter  the  o • cean. 


My  Boji  - nie  lies  ^ • rer  the 
Last  flight  -as  I | lay.  on  my 

And  blow,  . ye  > winds,  o • rer  the 
The  "winds  hare  blown,  o - rer  the 


bed*,.. 


My  Bon  - nio  lies  o -•  ^er  the  o • cean, Oh!  bring  back  my 

Last  night,  as  I lay  on  _ my  pil  • low, I dreamt  that  my 

Ohl  blow,  ye  winds,  o • ver  the  o - cean, And  bring  back  my 

The  winds  have  blown  o - ver  the  o • cean, And  bro’t  back  my 


Chorus. 


Bon  • 

• nie 

to 

Bon  • 

- ni$ 

was 

Bon  ‘ 

. nie 

to 

Bon  • 

’ nie 

to 

Bring  back,  bring  back,  bring  back  my-  Bon  ; nie 

Bring  back,  bring  back,  bring  b^k  my  Bon  - nie 

Bring  back,  bring  back,  bring  back  my  Bon  - nie 

Bring  back,  bring  back,  bring  back  my  Bon  - nie 


OLD  BLACK  JOE. 

words  .nd  Mosrc  by  STEPHRI.  C.  POa*Wl. 


Melody  by  S.  C.  Foster. 
Solo. 


OLD  FOLKS  AT  HOME. 

Harmonized  by  E.  J.  Bioderrrtann. 


1.  Way  down  up -on  theSwa-nee  Riv  - er,  Far,  far  a - way,  There’s  where  my  heart  Is 

2.  One  lit  • lie  hut  a-moog  the  bush- es,  One  that  1 love,  Still  sad  - ly  to  my 

Chorus 

TeX01!3. 

rd: 


i 


pp  Humming. 

B.\S3E5. 
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STAR“OF  THE  EAST. 

(MELODY,  STAB  OF  THE  SEA .) 


Words  by  George  Cooper. 


PIANO. 


Music  by  A.  Kennedy. 


of  ihi-  East.  Oh  Uotlv -le -hem's  star,  Quid  - ing  us  on  to  Heav  - en  o ■ far' 

of  the  East,  un  - dim’d  hy  each  cloud,  What  tho’ the  storms  of  grief  gath-er  louil? 


‘to.  » ‘to.  * J ‘to.  IS  %i)  %i).  * tto. 

TO. 


Sor  - ruw  and  gvief  ajv  luflM  by  thy  light,  Thou  hope  of  each  mor-taU  in  death’slone-ly  night! 
Kaith-ful  aijd  puiv  thv  myn  beam  to  save.  Still  bright  o’erthe  ei'a-(Ue,andbvight  oVr  the  gravel 

U 


“to.  'S  ‘to.  ■'  -x  ^ .g  “to.  % ^ “to.  % 


f f [i'lf  r 
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Fear-less  'and  tron-quibwe  hiok  up  to  thet-’  Know-ing  thou  beairfstthi’o'e  - ter  - ni  - ly! 

Suiilew  of  a Sav-iourare  tnir-ror’d  in  thee'  GUmps-es  of  Heav’n  in  thy  light we  ’'see! 


WHttenby  Robert  Toiid*  O CANAmi  Melody  by  C LAVAtt/ES. 


STARS  OF  THE  SUMMER  NIGHT. 

SERENADE. 

Tbnors. 


THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMER, 


Words  by  Thomas  Moore. 


SCOTS.  WHA  HAE  WT  WALLACE  BLED 


ROBIN  ADAIR. 


Bdbks.  Irish  and  Scotch  form  of  Melody. 

Andante,  . .w  i .1  . 

XT  -»  9.  ^ ^ - V 

Ptano.  espressivo. 

1 1 . 
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SlIiVXSR  'THREADS  AMDHa  THE  GOED. 


.■A4t  0 » K p 1 

Dar  - - i 

■jj*  MThen  your  hair  is  sil.ver 

3 Love  can  .ne-^^P  more  g 

4 Love  is  alMays  young  a 

Old, . 

white, 

row  old, 

nd  fair, 

SU._verthreads  a.mong  th^ 

And  yomr  checks  no  loi^.  -er 
Locks  may  loaetheir  brown 
WTiat  to  ns  is  sil 

Koid, 

jright, 

aihl  goldj. 

rer  hair,  _ 

^ y g j# 

^5^ 

lJ<  1,  j . r r r-  k z r 

- — r — — I 

^ ^ ^ _ f. 

Shine  np.on  mybrow  to 

2.  With  the  ro-ses  of  the 

3.  Cheeks  m;iy  fade  and  hoL  _lc 

4.  Yrt.-ded  (he^Sjorstepsgro 

My; 

w grow,..*, 
wn  slow,. . . . 

Life  is  fa- -ding  fast  a... 
I will  kiss  yonr  lips,  and 

Hut  the  hearts  that  lovewil 
To  the  heart  that  beats  be 

way;, 
say 

know 
- , low? 

I J,.  p . ^ J f=i=^ 

'l.  But,  my  darling>yon  will  be,  will  be Al ways ymmg and tair  to  me,— 

Oh!'  my  darling, mine  a lone,  a-. lone—  Yon  have  ne-.ver  old-.er  grown,— 

3.  N®...ver,  ne.yer  winter’s  frost  and  chill;  Sam.  wer  wairoth  is  in  them  still — 

4.  Since  I kiss’d  yon  mine  a lone,  a --lone.  Yen  have  ne.  .ver  old..cr  grown — 

Chorus.  Darling,  I am  growing -old,  SU  .yer  threads  a- mongthe  gold, 


1,  Yes!  my  darling,  yon  will  be 

3.  Yes!  my  darliog,mine  a_,-.Jone, 

3*  ver  v»iixt«t*s  frost  and  chill,.... 

4.  Smee  I kiss’d  yon  mine  a lone,.... 

Shine  ay -DC  ng  brow"  to  day; 


Al  - - ways  yornig  and  fair  to  jne  •, 

Yon  have  ne-.yer  old-.er  grown! 
Sam. mer  warmth  is  In  them  still. 
Yon  have  ne-.ver  old-.’er  grown— 
Life  is  fading  fast  a.  . way. 


SOLDIER’S  FAREWELL. 


Music  by  Johanna  Ktnkid. 


One  pi.rt  • lag  tdss  I give  ; And 

Or  to  Uib  keut  oa  • fold  : With 

Think  khoo,  whente&ca  aM  efaroBg^^,  That 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THROUGH  TARA'S  HALLS. 

words  by  Thomas  Moore.  __  M«sio  by  MdliyAsto^ 

Andftnfe.  let  veru  pp,  Sd  vm^  ff. 


to11«  A3^  ®1°>S  S[-dom  wn^cs,  Tho 


Ta  - ra'8 --  . , 

breaks  at  night,  Its  tale 


on -ly  throb  sho  gives...  L ^ ^ ^ \ 


TENTING”  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  QROOND. 


THE  LAND  O’  THE  LEAL., 

liACY  NaIRKS. 


"'^  . . ^ . _ _ ..  ■-_xu. T-^..  T’iv»  n>-«»<»i» . >»i’  a.  • wa’  To  tlio 


1.  I’m  \vear-m’  a - wa’.Jean.Likesnaw-'wreaths in thaw^Je^m,^m wear- m a - wa  To  the 

2.  Ye  aye  wereleal  and  true,  Jean, Your  task’s  end-ed  noo,  Jean,  And  Til  we -come 

3.  Then  dry  that  tear-fu’  e’e,  Jean,  INIy  soullangstobe  free,  Jean,  Ajid  angels  wait  on 


The  Maple  Leaf  fof  ever. 


i.  In 

days 

of 

3.  At 

Queens 

-ton 

3.0ur 

fair 

Do 

4.  On 

mer  - 

ry 

yore,  from  Bri- tain’s  shore, 
[eights  and  Lun  - dy's  Lane, 
Do  - min  - ion  now  ex  - tends 
Eng  - land’s  far- famed  land 


Wolfe  the  daunt,  less 
Our  brave  fa  - there, 
From  Cape  Bace  to 
May  kind  Hea-ven 


he  - ro  came,  And  plant-cd  firm  Bri  - tan-nia’s  flag.  On Ca-na-da’s  fair do- 

side  by  side,  For  free-dora,homes,and  loved  ones  dear.  Firmly  stood  and  no  - bly 

Noot-ka SoundjMay  peace  for  ev  - er  be  our  lot.  And—  plen-teous  store,  a- 

sweet-ly  smile;  God  bless  Old  Scot  - land  ev.  er- more, And—  Ire  - land’s  Bm-er-ald 


main.  Here  may  it  "wave,  our  boast,  our  pride,  And  joined  in 

died;  And  those  dear  rights  which  they  main-tained,  We  swear  to 

bound:  And  may  those  ties  of  love  be  ours  Which  dis-cord 

Islel  Then  swell  the  sofag,  both  loud  and  long.  Till  rocks  and 


gethsr,  The  This- tie, Shamrock,  Bose  en- twine  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for  ev-er! 

never!  Our  watchword  ev  . er  - more  shall  be,  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for  ev-er! 

sever.  And  flour- ish  green  o’er  Free-dom’s  home.  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for  ev-er! 

quiver  God  save  our  King, and  Hea-ven  bless  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for  evier! 


t.  The 

Ma-ple 

Leaf, 

our 

em-blera  dear.  The 

Ma-ple 

Leaf 

for 

ev.  er! 

God 

3.  The 

Ma-ple 

Leaf, 

our 

em-blem  dear.  The 

Ma-ple 

Leaf 

for 

ev.  er! 

God 

3.  The 

Ma-ple 

Leaf, 

our 

em-blem  dear,  The 

Ma  - pie 

Leaf 

far 

ev-er! 

And 

4.  The 

Ma-ple 

Leaf, 

our 

2m-blem  dear,  The 

Ma-ple 

Leaf 

for 

ev-er! 

God 

save  our  King,  and 
save  OUT  King,  and 
fleur-ish  green  o’er 
iave  our  King,  and 


Hea-ven  bless  The 
Hea . ven  bkiss  The 
Free-dom’s  Jibmei,  The 
Hea . ven  blesq  The 

r\ 


Ma  - pie  Leaf  for 
Ma  - pie  Leaf  for 
Ma-ple  Leaf  for 
Ma  - pie  Leaf  for 


THE  OLD  OAKEN  BUCKET. 

Samuel  Woodworth. 


'9i~ w — a^— * 


mm. 
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U 

How  dear 

The  or  • chard,  the  mead  * ow  the'  deep  tan  - gled  wild  - wood.  And  ev  • ’ry  loved 


j I^How  dear  to  this  heart  ara  the  scenes  of  mj  child -hood,  Wben  fond  rec  • ol  • 


i 


lec  - tion  pre  * sents  them  to  view!  / (The  wide-sprcad-iug  pond,  and  the  mill  that  stood 

spot  which  my  in  - fan  ■ cy  knew;)  iThe  cot  af  my  fa  - ther,  the  dai  - ry-honse 


by  it,  The  bridge  and  the  rock  where  the  cat  • a - ract  fell;  1 
nigh  it.  And  e’en  the  rude  buck  - et  that  hung  in  the  well.  / 


The  old 


K s-r 

|— ^ — JS fc- 

F 

s- 

fj  > bo* 

buck  * et,  the 

-0-  m 

^ ic . 

i - ron-bouud 

'-W  w 

buck-et,  The  i 

^ » -f- 

1/ 

noss  - cov-ered  buck  - et  that 

> 

tiuog  ia  the 

f 

-»•-!» — # — 

1 

well. 

r#— n 
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1 

2 The  juoss-covered  bucket  I hailed  as  a treasure, 

For  often  at  noon,  when  returned  from  the  field, 

I found  it  the  source  of  an  exquisite  pleasure, 

The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature  can  yield.  ^ 
How  ardent  I seized  it,  with  hands  that  were  glowing. 

And  quick  to  the  while-pebbled  bottom  it  fell, 
Then  soon,  with  the  emblem  of  truth  overflowing. 

And  dripping  with  coolness,  it  rose  from  the  weU. 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  bucket, 

The  moss-covered  bucket  arose  from  the  well. 


How  sweet  from  the  green,  mossy  brim  to  receive  it, 
As,  poised  on  the  curb,  it  inclined  to  my  lips* 

Not  a full-blusbiug  goblet  could  tempt  me  to  leave  it» 
Tho*  filled  with  the  nectar  that  Jupiter  sip 
And  now,  far  removed  from  the  loved  habitation, 

The  tear  of  regret  will  intrusively  swell, 

As  fancy  reverts  to  my  father’s  plantation 
And  sighs  for  the  bucket  that  hung  id  the  well. 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  bucket, 

Tbo  moiss*covered  bucket  whitdi  bangs  in  tbs  weU*. 


TRAMP!  TRAMP!  TRAMP! 

Words  and  music  by  Geo.  F.  Root,  g 


=j=d 


1 lu  tho  Pds  - on  cell  I sit.  Think  - ing,  Moth  ■ or  dear,  o£  you.  And  oui 

3 In  the  bat  • tie  front  we  Btood  When  their  Hero  - est  charge  they  naade.  And  they 

SS^  with  -in  thepris-on  cell.  We  are  wait  ■ ing  for  the  day  That , shall 


=cz=tz: 


% 


■S’- 
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Kv^'^nt  »nd  ban  . nv  home  so  far  a - way;  And  the  tears  they  fill  my  eyes  ^pite  of 

swept  us  off  a huu-dredmen  or  more;  But  be  - fore  we  reached  their  lines  They  were 

come  to  o - pen  wide  the  i - ron  door;  And  the  hoi  - low  eye  grows  bright.  And  the 


r-z;;C==z^^3^Uq 
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t-t. 
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all  that  I can  do.  Though  I try  to  cheer  my- com  - ra^es  and  be  gay. 

beat-en  back,  dis-mayed.  And  we  heard  the  cry  of  Tio-try  oer  and  o e . 

poor  heart  al  • mostr  gay.  As  we  think  of  see  - ing  home  and  friends  once  more. 


CaoKos. 
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Trampltrampltrampltheboysaromareh  - ing.  Cheer  up,  comrades,  they  will  pome.  And  be - 

march-ing  on,  0 cheer  up,  com  - vades,  they  will  come. 


neath  the  Union  Jack  We  shalljireathetheair  «-g»in  Of  the  freeland  in  our  own  be-lov-ed  home. 
1 1 ff  , I*  * ^ ^ 


THE  RED,  WHITE  AND  BLUE. 


Words  by  David  T.  Shaw.  i . 

, u Music  by  Thomas  k Becket. 


^ A-  ■ ^ 1 ' j — aj— 

o'  the  pride'  of  the 

8.  When  warvfing’d  its  wide  des  - o - 
3.  ine...  Na  - lion’s  proud  ban  - net  bring 

-f — a 1 

— * -s- 

0 - cean,  The 

la  - tion,  And 

hith*er,  O’er 

pSr  ..  J 

lome  of  the  brave  and  the 
ihreatened  the  land  to  de  - 
Brit  • on’s  true  sons  let  it 

M M M f~ 

free, 

form, 

wave; 

W ^ F ^ ^ ri  I — 

The  shrine  of  each  pa-triot’s  de vo-tion 
The  ark  then  of  free-dom's  foun  - da-tion. 
May  the  wreaths  they  have  won  nev-er  with  - er, 


A...,  world  of  - fers  hom-age  to  thee; 

Bri  - tan  - nia,  rode  safe  thro’  the  storm; 
Nor  its  glory  cease  to  shine  on  the  brave; 
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Thy..,,  mandates m 
With  the  gar-lands  o 
May  the  ser  • vice  m 

hii  r > 

ake  he  - roes  as  • sem  • b 
f vie  • fry  a - round  b 
ni  • ted  ne’er  sev  • e 

nf  riTT-^- 

L 1 

e.  When. . Lib  • er  • ty’s  form  stands  in  view ; 
er,  When  so  proud-ly  she  bore  her  brave  crew, 
r,  But...  hold  to  their  col  • ors  so  true; 

^ , -Tv 
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Thy  ...  ban-ners  make  tyr  - an-ny  trem-ble, 
Wfth  her  flag  proud-ly  float  ■ ing  be  • fore  her. 
The Ar  • my  and  Na  • vy  for  - ev  - er, 


When  borne  by  the  red,  white,  and  blue; 

The  pride  of  the  red,  white,  and  blue;  fine. 
Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white,  and  blue; 


white,  and  blue, 


When  borne  by 
of 

Three  cheers  for 


red,  white,  and  blue,  ^ k 
red,  white,  and  blue,  ^ 
red,  white,  and  blue, 


,^sh„ooWHEN  the  kye  come :H4.ME. 

AndanU  moderaio. 


Piano,  mj 


-r 


1.  Oo\w  all  ye  jol-ly  slicp-heids that wliis-tle thro’  theglen,  I’ll  tell  ye  o’  a so  - crettbat 

2.  Tis  not  oe-ncath  the  bur-go-net,  noi-  yet  he-neath  thecrown.’Tis  not  on  couch  of  vel-vct,  nor 

3.  Ihentneeye  shlncssae  bright-ly  the  halesoul  to  lie-guile.  There’s  love  in  ev-’ry  whis-perand 

4.  see  yon  - der  paw-ky  shep-herd  that  lin-gers  on  the  lull— His  yowes  are  in.  the  fauld,  and  his- 

5.  A • wa’  wl  lameaudfor-tune— whatcomfort  can  theygi’e?And  a’  the  arts  tbatpreyup-onman’s 


cmir-ticrs  din-na  ken:  What  is  the  great-est  bliss  that  the  tongue  o’  man  canname?’Tis  to 

yet  on  bed  of  down; 'Tis  be-neath  the  spreading  birch,  in  the  'dell  with -out  a name,  wi  a 

toy  in  ev  - ’ry  smile;  0!  wha  would  choose  a crown  wi*'  its  per-ils  and  its  fame,  And 

lambs  are  Iv-ing  still:  But  he  dow-nagang  to  vest,  for  his  heart  is  in  a dame  To 

life  and  li'b-er  - tie!  Gi'e  me  the  high -cst  joy  that  the  heart  o’  man  can  frame,  My 


woo  a hon-nie  las-siewhcntho  kyecomehame.  wiientliekyecomehame,whentheUyecomehame,’Tweentbe 
bon-nie  boii-nie  las-sie  when  tlie  kye  come  home.  When  the  kjc  come  h^'"®. 
miss  a ’hoii-nie  las-sie  when,  the  kyecome  hame?  When  the  kye  come  hame,  etc. 
iii.:  hnn  nis  las-sie  wlicn  the  kye  come  hame.  When  the  kye.  come  hame,  etc. 

lSifewS.tl.bk5'e  come  ham  When  the  kyecome  hame,  etc. 


YE  BANKS  AND  BRAES  O’  BONNY  DOON. 

lUBNS. 

Andante  canlahiU,  . ^ 


hon  - nie  Doon,  How  can  ye  bloom  sae  fvesh  and  /air  ? How  cau  ye  cliaunt.yo 

bon  - nie  Doon,  By  morn-ing  and  by  even  - ing  shine  To  hear  the  birds  sing 

r "C"  ^ 


as4 


**= 


^3= 


42=1 


lit  - tie  birds,  And  I’m  sae  wea  - ry  fu’  o’  care  ? Ye’ll  break  my  heart,  ye 

o’  their  loves  As  fond  - ly  oni^e  I sang  o’  mine.  Wi’  light  - some  lieavt  I 
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•war  - bling  bird,  That  war  - bles  on  the  flow  - ’ry  thorn,  Te  mind  mo  o’  de  • 

stretch’d  my  hand,  And  pu’d  a rose  - bud  from  the  tree;  But  my  fauselov  - er 


part-cd  joys,  De  - part- ed  nev  - er  to  re-tum. 
stole  thorose.And  left  the  thorn.lhe  thorn  wi’ me. 


,Ask  to  see  Harry  Taylor’s  two  New  Songs  - - Price  15  cents  each. 

You’re  Up  a Tree  Old  Bird,  You’re  Up  a Tree. 

We’ll  Love  You  more  When  You  Come  Back  than  When  You  Went  Awa,v  • 


Favorite 
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